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enclosure on the left; that's where he lies up. My tufter shows no
other exit."

"Alone or with a herd?"
"Alone, Monsieur le Marquis."

The Marquis questioned the keepers. The first had a brocket near
the Bordiers.

Finally old Planterose, a weasel-faced little old man with weeping
eyes, who had been in service at Mauglaives for nearly sixty years,, mut-
tered from a toothless mouth: "I've got a wild pig at the Chemin des
Fonds. I said to myself that if they haven't harboured a stag, it might

be useful to have a pig___"

The Chemin des Fonds was close to the cottage in which he lived,
and the old keeper found it difficult to walk very far.

"Thank you, Planterose; that's very useful/5 said the Marquis charit-
ably.

He reflected a moment. Laverdure, somewhat disappointed at not
being able to report the best stag, awaited the Master's decision, hoping
vaguely that he would be given the satisfaction of hunting, as his two-
thousandth stag, a beast he had harboured himself.

"Well, Messieurs, what do you think?" asked the Marquis, court-
eously addressing the obese Vicomte, Gilon and De Voos, who were
standing beside him.

Then, without waiting for their answer, he said: "Have you got the
fumet, Jolibois?"

The second huntsman took the little black round droppings from
his trouser-pocket and presented them to the Marquis's hand that he
might feel them. Gilon, leaning forward, put on his spectacles,

'"Very well, Laverdure," the Marquis decided, "youll try Jolibois's
mark."

"Very well, Monsieur le Marquis."

"And you'll lay the whole pack on. And Fm not saying that to make
an impression," added the Marquis, "but because it's already late and
you'd lose too much time whipping off your tufters."
"Very well, Monsieur le Marquis," said Laverdure.
And he thought: "In his place I should make the same decision. Be-
tween a fourth-season head and a twelve-pointer there's only one pos-
sible choice, particularly on Saint Hubert's Day. Besides, I sent Jolibois
to the Rond-du-Seigneur," he told himself by way of consolation. "He
works under my orders.  It's really the same thing as if Fd harboured
the stag myself."

"Julien!" called the Marquis.

The old Mauglaives coachman came up; he was leading a twenty-
year-old mare by the bridle; her legs were tired and she had two deep
pits, hollowed by age, above her sorrowful eyes.

"Monsieur le Marquis?" said the coachman, doffing his top-Iiat
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